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Introduction 

I AM often asked, like most other people, 
by the less wise of my acquaintance, if I 
"believe in" ghosts ; and when I answer, 
simply and seriously, what is to my mind 
a very serious if not a very simple question, 
by saying " Yes," I am met with incredu- 
lity and derision. And I find that it is 
generally regarded as one of the chief 
gains of education and civilization to be 
able to disbelieve in ghosts. 

Now to my mind, on the contrary, it is 
one of the worst evils of our modern cult- 
ure, and the nineteenth century science, 
of which we are so proud, that men are no 
longer able to believe in ghosts, or in the 
Supernatural, as supernatural, at all. For 
it is a simple and unalterable fact, a law 
of nature as constant as any sequence dis- 
covered by the scientists, that as soon as 
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men cease to believe in a thing, it ceases 
— not to be — ^but to reveal itself to them. 

Nowadays we have enthroned Reason, 
and banished Belief. Everything is 
brought to the test of scientific explana- 
tion, that is, of Probability. In fact it has 
come to this, that whereas the larger mind 
of elder days balanced restlessly between 
Possibility and Impossibility, we, on the 
other hand, keep the index within the 
more prudent limits of Probability and 
Improbability. 

In these matters I am thankful to say 
that I belong to the old world. There is 
nothing I distrust more than my own rea- 
son—except other people's ; and nothing 
I more unhesitatingly trust than those 
subtle unreasoning instincts, which flash 
upon the soul as by some sixth sense, clear 
as eyesight, and as unimpeachable. 

These few words of prelude are necessary, 
I think, to introduce the story I am about 
to write. In my own mind this Belief of 
mine— or Credulity, if you will: it is a 
better thing than Incredulity — is the ex- 
planation of all that is strange in the tale. 
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impression of some one near me ; whether 
in the body of the chapel or in the organ 
loft, I could not say, but very near me. 

I went up the stairs again; certainly 
there was no one in the winding narrow 
staircase, dark as it was. I could not have 
passed another person. I moved the cur- 
tains ; certainly there was no one there. 
And yet I was quite sure there was some 
one close by. I climbed up on to the seat 
and peered in among the organ pipes, in 
the thought that the organ tuner might 
have got into the organ. I called, but no 
answer came ; and in fact it was impossi- 
ble any one could be there without some 
of the pipes being out of place. I was 
completely puzzled, and sat down again to 
play with a strange feeling of constraint, 
as if I was playing before some one, and 
some one I did not know. 

I tried to shake off the impression, and 
determined to play some spirited and un- 
sentimental piece— the Athalie March— to 
change my current of feeling. But in some 
extraordmary way, I found when I began 
to play that I was not playing what I 
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became conscious that it was a girl's pres- 
ence, a girl's spirit, fulfilled with all the 
graces and sympathies that make the ideal 
of perfect maidenhood. It was these in- 
ward and spiritual attributes that alone 
seemed to influence my sensation, so that 
while I knewmore of the temper and char- 
acter of this creature, whoever or what- 
ever she was, than if I had seen her in 
bodily presence, yet of her outward ap- 
pearance I had no feeling. The grosser 
sense of sight seemed dead, and some 
finer, subtler sense to have wakened, to 
receive this keen impression of the unpict- 
ured spirit. 

And as my fingers still played on, I 
found they were now no longer content 
with the simple air, but were beginning to 
entwine it with lovely variations : varia- 
tions that never obscured the original air, 
but seemed to mingle with it, and to be 
the echoes that it woke in all things or 
people that heard it. 

Then I became conscious that this girl- 
presence, whose mysteriousness had at first 
terrified me, was awakening a new sense, 
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I had recovered my senses now, and 
remembered that my friend, young Lord 
St. Denys, had promised to come for me 
at four to play cricket. 

" Is it four o'clock?" I asked. 

" Yes, struck some time ago. What 
have you being doing ? Did you fall asleep 
over the keys?" 

" I don't know. Yes, I think I must 
have." 

Yes, I think I must have, but when ? 
Before that feeling ? Before that vision ? 
Or after? 
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I need not say that I had often and un- 
weariedly tried to reproduce the air which 
had come to me then with such strange 
and inexplicable sensations. But I had 
never succeeded. Nothing in all the four 
years had brought back one echo of that 
mysterious music, or one reflex of those 
strange sensations. My time of life was 
that in which the mind develops fastest, 
and new phases of thought had succeeded 
each other so fast that my old boyish life 
altogether seemed far behind me, and the 
time in the school chapel seemed most 
dream-like of all. Indeed I had come to 
believe that it had been nothing but a 
dream. 

Meantime I had become possessed — 
like many a young Oxford student— with 
an enthusiasm for Greek art. I had covered 
the walls of my rooms with photographs 
and engravings of the most famous and 
beautiful Greek statues, and looked forward 
to nothing on earth so much as to a visit 
to Italy, and to Greece itself, where these 
wonders were to be seen in their actual 
existent reality, I had always had some 
i8 
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eyes from my own drawing to compare it 
with the original, and of taking minute 
pains to get the exact expression and shape 
of the features, processes which were now 
become so familiar to me. 

And then, as the drawing drew near 
completion, and as I was realizing, with an 
almost awe-struck fluttering of the heart, 
that the face which my own hands had 
drawn was that of a more lovely woman 
than I had ever seen, a face absolutely 
perfect in its beauty of line, and in its 
expression of all qualities of goodness and 
nobleness : then of a sudden there came 
to me again the air I had played in the 
school chapel. I dropped my pencil, I 
flew to the piano, set my trembling hands 
to the keys, and played. 

Yes— the same air came up again out of 
the thin sweetness of the wires as out of 
the rich fulness of the organ-pipes. Again 
I felt the same curious feeling of will- 
lessness, as if I was playing not of my 
own act, nor out of my own mind. And 
again, just as before, there came upon me 
the consciousness of a presence beside me, 
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He stared hard at me, and I suppK)se I 
showed some of the uncomfortable con- 
sciousness that I was feeling, because he 
said, half laughing but half vexed — 

" That's all rot, old man|! Excuse my 
saying so. But how did you get hold of 
her photograph ? and how did you find 
out anything about her 1 " 

It was now my turn to ask surprised 
questions. 

"Whose photograph? I really don't 
know what you mean." 

" Do you mean to say you didn't copy 
that from a photograph of Nephele' 
Delisle?" 

"No," I said. "Who is Nephele Delisle?" 

"Well," he replied, "this is a most 
extraordinary thing if you didn't. It's 
precisely like her — a very good likeness." 

"But who is she?" 

" Why, as I've told you her name I may 
as well tell you the rest. The fact is I 
got engaged to her in the winter, but her 
people and mine don't want it published 
till Tve taken my degree. So nobody 
knows about it, and I keep her photograph 
34 
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"I thought you never did," he said. 

"I never have yet; but I don't know 
why I shouldn't," I answered. " I sup- 
pose you will be up for it ?" 

"Oh yes, I suppose so. I'm one of the 
stewards of the Freemasons' Ball. But I 
should think you'd find it precious dull 
staying up, if you don't care for balls, and 
haven't any people coming up." 

It was evident that he rather hoped I 
was not going to stay up ; and it flashed 
across my mind that possibly Nephele 
Delisle was coming to Oxford for Com- 
memoration. 

I was in a most curious state of feeling 
with regard to this unknown, and yet (as 
I thought) so well-known, being. 

Since the day of the destruction of the 
picture I had had no recurrence of the 
vision, or trance, or whatever I can call it. 
I had in vain attempted to draw the face 
again, or to recall the melody with which 
it was in such a strange way associated. 

But in my own mind I did not doubt 
that the personality of whom I had been 
conscious — whom I had, so to speak. 
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she be coming? Hardly on St. Denys' 
invitation, if, as he said, their engagement 
was to be kept a secret. On whose 
then? 

I got down my Oxford Calendar, and 
found there was a Delisle an undergradu- 
ate at one of the colleges. And then I 
suddenly remembered that St. Denys had 
of late often gone out to dine at that col- 
lege with some friend whose name I had 
not heard. 

A day or two later I passed him in the 
street, walking with a man I did not know. 
They were so deep in conversation they 
did not notice me, and I heard St. Denys 
say — 

"Then you'll want four tickets for the 
Masonic ? ". 

" Yes," was the answer. 

"You're sure Miss Delisle is coming?" 
St. Denys went on. 

" Quite sure. I've set my heart on it, 
and Nephele has too ; and when that's the 
case in the family, the thing is considered 
a physical necessity." 

He laughed, with a Ught assurance too 
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memoration week, I believe ? Had you 
any friends coming specially for this 
occasion?" St. Denys admitted that he 
had. " Then," intimated the Master, pleas- 
antly, " I think it will be as well that you 
should ask some or other of your Oxford 
acquaintance to entertain them on your 
behalf, as I must request you to be good 
enough to leave Oxford this afternoon." 
Lord St. Denys himself was furious, and 
declared it the meanest trick he had ever 
heard of. But considering the offence, 
most of the men thought he had got off 
very lightly, and that the Master had 
neatly contrived to inflict a punishment 
which, while most effectively disagreeable 
at the moment, was not so serious as rus- 
tication for the next term, which was the 
sentence passed on the others concerned 
in the row, men whose general character 
was not so good as Lord St. Denys'. 

It was not to me, but to another friend, 
that this account had been given. 

" Do you know whom St. Denys is ex- 
pecting ? " I asked. 

" No ; he didn't say. I thought you'd 
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I arrived early at the ball, and found 
few people were yet there — no one that I 
knew. I liad never been much given to 
ball-going ; and when I found myself in 
the large lighted hall without a person to 
speak to, I suddenly realized, what I had 
not before thought of, that to be at a ball, 
knowing nobody to dance with or even to 
speak to, is one of the most depressing 
situations in the world. 

I watched anxiously as group after group 
of people entered, but not one person did 
I know ; and so far I did not see a single 
undergraduate with whom I had even a 
nodding acquaintance. In my own college 
there were few dancing men ; and they 
were just those who had been sent down. 

The music began, and the dancing. 
Pair after pair went by me, and I felt more 
and more alone and "out of it." 

I kept near the entrance door, hailing 

with expectant eyes every person who 

came in ; but as time passed, and the one 

person I was looking for did not come, a 

new fear, born partly of my forlornness, 

came over me. What if, after all, Nephele 
40 
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as almost immediately Miss Delisle and he 
— finding a waltz had only just begun — 
paired off together, and joined the dancers 
in the middle of the room. 

With mingled feelings I watched them. 
They both danced well, and she with a 
certain liquid rhythm which a poet of the 
last century would have ascribed to her 
having been used to the motion of wings. 
Her movements seemed like an added 
note in the music, almost as if some beauti- 
ful voice was singing the air. 

And greatly as I could have desired the 
high rapture of dancing with her, I felt no 
jealousy of her partner. That he was 
deeply moved and thrilled with the efflu- 
ence of her beauty, was evident. But while 
she talked with him, smiled at him, leaned 
on his arm, there was some indescribable 
quality of self-reservation in her manner 
which made me glad in my heart that it 
was not I who was being so talked with, 
smiled at, and leaned upon. Had it been 
I— and I so much in love as I was— I felt 
I could have gone out then and there, and 
flung myself over Folly Bridge. 
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At this point I must have fainted and 
fallen, for my next knowledge was of sit- 
ting up on the floor, supported by two 
undergraduates— strangers to me — and 
with a glass of champagne held to my 
lips. 

I heard a man's voice offering a man's 
natural explanation — " Been dancing too 
much after supper: " and then a soft 
voice, with a thrill of incommunicable 
womanhood in it, reply — " No, he wasn't 
dancing. Perhaps he's been working too 
hard." 

I opened my eyes, and met the eyes of 
Nephele' Delisle. 

What my eyes expressed I do not know 
^! was hardly master of myself or of them 
at the moment. But she lowered her 
lashes, with a hardly perceptible blush. 

I was rapidly getting better, and I now 
saw that it was her brother who was min- 
istering to me chiefly. With his help I 
got up, and he saw me safely into a cab, 
and actually to the gates of my own col- 
lege before he left me. 
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used above shall stand, little as I think it 
expresses the reality. Our two spirits had 
met and communed by some elective 
affinity born of our love of music. Or was 
our love of music born of this, of some 
deeper, inmost affinity of soul? 

Such were the dreams I dreamed that 
drowsy afternoon, under the June sky, 
floating on the gentle water. And deep, 
swift, full consolation poured into my soul, 
to heal it from the wound— the almost 
deadly wound— that last night it had 
received, when first I had sought my twin 
spirit in visible human eyes, and met no 
recognition. 
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tary in the sociable crowd. And my soul, 
that had opened under the sunshine of 
that happy morning in the garden, shrank 
and closed itself like a flower in rain. 
Again I felt the terrible isolation I had felt 
the night before at the ball, the sense of a 
dead man come back to a world that does 
not want him or care about him. Again I 
found a quiet spot where, leaning on the 
wall, I brooded in a valley of dark shadows, 
and saw grisly shapes, unconscious of the 
hum of talk, the laughter, the brightness 
all about me. 

Only one thing kept me from slipping 
off home in bitterness of soul — the longing 
to hear Nephele' play. That would surely 
bring some balm to my spirit. Perhaps I 
even dared to dream of some interchange 
of thought with her by that subtle medium. 
Might not her hands have the power I had 
found in mine, to break down all that lay 
between our innermost spirits, and lend 
them communicable thought? But mo- 
ments slipped by, and it grew later and 
later, and still there was no sign of move- 
ment to the room where the piano was. 
S6 
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feeling all hope was over, with a sort of 
suicide's determination, I moved to the 
door to go home. I brushed rather 
roughly past some obstructing men, one 
of whom, turning round, proved to be 
DeHsle. 

" Hullo," he said ; " are you off ? " 

"Yes," Isaid. "I only came to hear your 
sister play, and I find she's not going to." 

" No," he said, unmoved by my almost 
rude speech. " It's a great shame. Several 
people have said the same. Nephele' is 
in rather a way about it. She knows that 
a good many people really came to hear 
her play, like you ; and she hates disap- 
pointing them. But our hostess, it seems, 
cares very little about music herself, and 
has taken no trouble at all to find any one 
to accompany her. I hardly know any 
one here — do you ? I must say they don't 
look a very musical lot. But I can hardly 
believe there isn't a musician among the 
whole crowd." 

" Does your sister really want to play ? " 
I asked softly. 

"Yes; I believe she does really very 
58 
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" Oh yes, gladly, if you really will," she 
replied. " I felt sure you could, if you 
would." 

" How could you have known that ? " 
asked her brother, laughing. 

" Oh," she replied, smiling, " we musical 
people have a lot of freemasonry, and 
recognize each other by instinct." 

" That's why you avoid the bit of rude- 
ness I was guilty of," he said, " and don't 
express any doubt as to Mr. Gerard's 
powers. But if you knew, why didn't 
you ask him before ? " 

She did not answer. It seemed a simple 
and natural question ; and there were 
many simple and natural answers, any one 
of which I expected her to make ; that 
she hadn't seen me in the room ; that Mrs. 
Hunter doubted if I could play. But she 
made no answer, and looking up at her I 
saw she was looking slightly confused and 
blushing slightly. That was all. But all 
who have been lovers will remember hea- 
ven-high hopes builded all in a moment 
on foundations as frail as these. Yet my 

thoughts at that moment were not quite 
60 
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times of privacy, usually late at night, 
when my oak was sported, and all the 
college was asleep, and I was working on 
and on at the hard reading needful for 
my musical degree. 

Until one night, as I sat with the face 
before me, having laid aside my books for 
a moment, and having a sheet of music- 
paper ready for exercises under my hands, 
it suddenly came into my head to write 
down the Nephele air that was sounding 
ceaselessly in my ears. Easily it flowed 
from my pen on to the paper; and then 
followed the violin part, as Nephele her- 
self had played it, holding the air against 
the under-cry of an accompaniment, half 
sympathy, half remonstrance. Then came 
variations and changes of key, and all the 
voluble mastery of speech, in which music 
has such infinite resources. And as the 
hours of night rolled by, I wrote down, 
all unconscious of time, the whole inti- 
mate communings that I had held with 
the spirit of Nephele— the trembling dawn 
of shy intimacy, the opening revelations 
of soul to soul, the deepening friendship, 
84 



" Nothing much," I said, " but a song 
or two." 

" Let me see them," he said kindly. 

" I know Mr, , the music pubUsher, 

and he would publish any songs on my 
recommendation, if I could give it hon- 
estly." 

I went off to my rooms, and brought 
back with me my portfolio. As I began 
to open it, he took it out of my hands 
in his rapid way, and turned the con- 
tents quickly over. The songs were not 
lofty flights, and he shook his head over 
them. 

" Reminiscences of Sullivan, Molloy, 
etc.," he said. " No, I am afraid there is 

nothing here which I Hullo, what is 

this ? " 

I had not remembered when I brought 
the portfoHo that I hadsHppedtheNephele 
music — as I called it to myself — in there 
the day before in a hurry, having been 
interrupted in a vain attempt to think out 
a better close. 

The title on the paper was merely " A 
Sonata for Violin and Piano." 



from me— go, to pass into the hands of a 
concert-master, to be performed, to cease 
to be my own, to become a " public 
thing ! " 

I could not bear the thought. I turned 

hastily, and went back towards Dr. 's 

house. Hardly had I got more than a 
few steps, however, when he passed me 
in a cab, driving fast. He saw me, and 
waving his hand called out— 

" It's all right. I've posted it." 

There was no hope then, no help, I 
turned homeward, sore in heart, and 
tormented in conscience, and yet with 
a lurking proud delight, as the thrill 
of success, present and possible, came 
to me. 

And something more there was — some 
undefined, elusive feeling. I had kept my 
vow, I had been true, I had been faithful. 
But the issue had been suddenly, strangely, 
taken out of my hands. My creation was 
henceforth to have a destiny of its own, 
independent of its creator's will. And in 
that new-born destiny what other destinies 
were involved? Would Nephele not 
94 
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CHAPTER IX. 

Two days after, I got a letter from the 
London Concert-Director. I need not 
repeat all he said. Briefly, it was very 
flattering. He should be delighted, he 
said, to bring out this new piece at a grand 
evening concert he was going to give in 
February; and he offered me termswhich, 
even to my inexperienced and therefore 
grandiose ideas, seemed very handsome. 
He added that, as time was of importance, 
he should be glad to have my answer as 
soon as possible, and if I was in Town and 
would call, he would like to see me. 

Yet it was twenty-four hours before I 
could answer his letter. I saw all it meant 
—name, fame, and a firm foot on the ladder 
of success. Yet for a day and a night I 
could not make up my mind what to do. 
Was this music mine to deal with? 
Should I be breaking my resolve, or act- 
96 



with myself how I should ask my question. 
Should I try to speak to Nephele' alone, 
or should I say what I wanted before Lord 
St. Denys ? The latter seemed the more 
upright and straightforward course, if I 
could only so phrase my question as to 
give no hint of any secret understanding 
with Nephele' There was, of course, no 
such understanding between us ; but in 
my fancy, or in my dreams, she and I had 
spoken soul to soul, and I felt that, unless 
I was on my guard, the remembrance of 
this must affect me in speaking. 

I was warmly welcomed in Park Lane. 
I had seen both the Earl and Countess 
before, and they always treated me as their 
son's intimate friend — kindly, intimately, 
on the pleasantest footing. 

And I saw Nephele' again, and she 
greeted me frankly, with straight, clear, 
innocent eyes — so beautiful, so supra- 
earthly, so worship-worthy. And yet I 
swear that I felt in her presence no more 
of the fever of love than I had felt in those 
rare times of music-meeting. Nay, but 
less. My love for her was of such ethe- 



*' Well," I went on, " to tell the truth, I 
waited till I had seen you, for it happens 
that I have a curious feeling about that 
music. Do you remember the eveningthat 
I accompanied you at Oxford, and how we 
indulged in an improvisation afterwards ?" 
There was no shadow of confusion in the 
lovely face, no moment's wavering in the 
glance of the frank eyes, as she replied— 

"Of course I do! It was a lovely air 
you played. Is it that that you have 
turned into a sonata?" 

" Yes," I said, " and I did not like to 
use it without your permission." 

" Mypermission ?" Shelaughed. "That 
is a great bit of gallantry, isn't it, St. 
Denys? Because I was present at the 
birth of the work ? We are pleased," she 
went on, in mock dignity, "to give our 
most gracious permission for the use of 
this piece of music in any way that Mr. 
Gerard desires. Is that right ? " 

So it ended. The matter, to me so 
serious and important, had been treated 
merely as a jest or a compliment ; and I 
felt a curious mixture of feelings— half 
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" No ; an amateur." 

" Oh, my dear fellow, I'm afraid it's 
impossible. I can't put amateur playing, 
however good, before the sort of audience 
we shall have to-night ; it's out of the ques- 
tion." 

I felt hot, but answered quietly— 

"The lady in question is better than 
most professionals I have ever heard." 

" Who is she ? " he asked. 

" Miss Nephele Delisle." 

" Who ? " cried one of the other men in 
the room, a spectacled German. "Who 
did you say ? " 

" Miss Nephele Dehsle." 

" Ach ! " he cried, in great excitement, 
" she is an angel of the orchestra over 
which St. Gabriel wields his baton/ I 

heard her lately when I was at Lord 's, 

and I was ravished. My friend," he went 
on, laying a large hand on the Director's 
shoulder, " your misfortune will prove a 
blessing in disguise if you can get Miss 
Delisle to play to all your audience there. 
They will say that you have kept the good 
wine till the last." 
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" Thank God," my thought ended aloud, 
" thank God, I am not going to accompany 
her ! " and as I breathed this ejaculation 
I arrived at the Concert Hall. 

I found that the first part of the con- 
cert was just over. There was an inter\'al 
of ten minutes, then the second part 
would begin with a song, and then came 
the sonata. 

I found a party talking in the foyer, con- 
sisting of Nephele' her brother, Lord St. 
Denys, and the Director, also the German 
critic. 

"Ah, here is Mr. Gerard himself," said 
the Director as I joined them. "Just in 
time. Shall you feel equal to accompany- 
ing your own sonata ?" 

"I?" I said, startled. "Impossible!" 

"Why?" he asked, surprised. "You 
must be well used to playing in public." 

" Oh yes. It isn't that. I'm not 
nervous." 

"The fact is," he continued, "that the 

man who has rehearsed it with Herr 

is at present incapable. He is a brilliant 
pianist, but he has a weakness that many 



Alas ! she had none of the pride, mis- 
named modesty, that would have made 
many women think it was stooping too 
low to ask in this way. 

Qui6tly, in a tranquil, sober tone, she 
said — 

" If it is left to me, I think it would be 
a great pity to spoil the sonata now. Will 
you not play it, Mr. Gerard?" 

"Yes, I will," I said, almost inaudibly. 

"That's capital," said the Director, and 
a moment later, through the open door, 
we heard him announcing from the plat- 
form that unfortunately Herr had 

sprained his arm, but by great good luck 
a young lady, well known to many present 
as one of the most brilliant amateurs of 
the day, Miss Nephele' Delisle, knew the 
sonata, and had consented to play it ; and 
he was also sure the audience would be 
glad to hear that the gifted composer him- 
self had been persuaded to take the piano 
part. 

There was a good deal of applause at 
this, but 1 hardly heard it. I felt as a 
seaman in the Maelstrom vortex feels. 
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CHAPTER XL 

"You must lead me on," she said. 

I took her fingers lightly in mine, and 
led her forward to make her bow to the 
audience. 

There was a moment's startled silence 

— a " sensation," as the papers say — ^then a 

« 

loud and sudden applause ; for she looked 
very beautiful. Clad in perfect white, 
with a little gold embroidery on train and 
bodice, and a white flower in her hair, her 
regal head held straight and noble, a little 
touch of excitement in her cheeks and 
eyes, she stood tall and graceful and gen- 
tle-looking as an angel of God. 

She was of a certain rare and wonder- 
ful beauty, which I must linger a moment 
to describe, as best words may. As every 
one knows, the Southern beauty of dark 
eyes and dark hair is usually the more 
mastering and impressive, while the North- 
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em beauty of lighter hues is the more 
artistically lovely. But now and again, 
rare as the centennial aloe-bloom, is seen 
a face, fair as the Orient dayspring in 
golden hair and heaven-blue eyes, yet full 
also of the haunting wistfulness that usu- 
ally looks out at us from the depths of 
dark-brown eyes shining under dark- 
brown tresses. 

I know not if my words will to others 
recall other faces. In one face only have 
I who try to describe it beheld this name- 
less wonderful charm. 

I opened the sonata on the music-rest 
before her, sat down to the piano, and 
softly played a ripple of music round and 
round the four violin notes, to give her 
the time to tune her strings, for she had 
had no chance before ; and meanwhile I 
looked about. 

Below me, like a flower-bed, glowed 
and shone and shimmered the great floor 
of faces and dresses, giving me an inde- 
scribable and unwonted realization of my 
own existence. I, even I, was alive, now, 

here, at this moment, set to speak with the 
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playing of my hands and the music of my 
soul to all these other living human souls. 
I felt them to be indeed "a cloud of wit- 
nesses/' exalting every movement of mine, 
every note I touched, every sound I 
sounded, to some mysterious importance, 
vast and world-concerning. 

There were some Royalties present, 
lately married ; and out of compliment to 
them the hall was beautifully decorated, 
and the stage half-covered with palms 
and white flowers. There was a scent of 
exotic blossoms all about me. Every 
sense was thrilled and heightened by the 
sight, the scent, the sound, as my fingers 
swept the keys of the melodious piano. 

And I turned to Nephele to see if she 
was ready. What — ^was some apprehen- 
sion, some realization, coming to her — ^too 
late ? There was a look on her face I had 
not seen before. Was it fear ? Was it, 
could it be, delight, or the dream of de- 
light ? I could not say. Only I thought 
that in her face I saw as in a mirror the 
exact but fainter reflex of my own confused 

and tangled feelings. 
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One liquid look she turned on me as 
she signed her readiness to begin, one 
look only ; but in that look a new heaven 
and a new earth were born for me. It 
was not the look of love. (That I should 
need even to write this denial ! ) It was 
not of any named or namable feeling; 
but it was a look out of her very soul. 
She herself — not her brain, not her 
thoughts, not her feelings, not her fancies 
— but her very Self, for one moment 
looked at me. And in that moment all 
my doubts and dread and hesitation had 
vanished utterly. 

This has to be ! (I said to myself). Her 

spirit and mine have, after all this long 

repugnance and struggle, at last come to 

a point when resistance is over. Now, 

here, the consummation of communion 

has to be. Let it be ! Whatever may 

come after, let this be ! Let me speak to 

her, spirit to spirit, as of old, now for the last 

time — nay, now for the first time in perfect 

fulness of speech ! In these few moments 

of measurable time there lies for me and 

for her a life-time long and full, and the 
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evolving drama of two souls to be made as 
one. Love may be in it — Pain may be in 
it— Death may be in it. Let them be I 
And the end, though it be distant now 
but half the dial-circle, shall be then, for 
us, as the end of Eternity. Let it be ! 

And in an ecstasy — as if I was verily 
stepping through the gate that led into a 
new life and a Dante-world of Purgatory 
or Paradise— I began to play. 

Yes — ^there was no change, no loss. 
The air had the same spirit-spell as before. 
As I played it first, before the violin took 
it up, I seemed to be floating in a dream- 
river of bodiless sensation, and calling to 
her spirit on the bank to come, come, and 
join me. 

And she heard ; and the violin took up 
the air, and, lo, her spirit had joined me ; 
and there were little undertones of softest 
wailing reproach as our spirits first spoke 
together— what words can give them ? It 
was as though we each cried to the other, 
Why this long time ? why this long part- 
ing ? why this misunderstanding ? And 
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then the reproaches melted into sweetest, 
most intimate felicity of perfect reconcili- 
ation. We were together for all time. 
As the soul and body are reunited in 
Blake's picture, so we were together. 

Was this all ? All ! nay, this was but 
the beginning. All the inmost recesses 
of thought and consciousness remained to 
be laid bare by each to each, till nothing 
that the one knew or felt or thought was 
alien to the other's mind and heart and 
memory. All my resolve, all my self -re- 
pression, my days of self-torture, my 
nights of aching and agony, all had to be 
told her in wordless wonderful unfold- 
ings. All her tremblings, her restraints, 
her love for her plighted lover, her resist- 
ance to the realization of a greater love, 
all these I grew to understand, yet so that 
to phrase it in language is impossible. It 
was not in language— not in thought even 
— that I understood her, or she me ; and 
what I now write down is but the impres- 
sion of that time translated into the mis- 
interpreting medium of thought and 
language. Had we ceased our playing 



X2I 



Nephele" 



that moment she could not have said what 
had been my feehngs, nor I what had 
been hers. There were no dates, no 
categories, no laws of logic, none of the 
moulding lines of human thought, in 
our converse. Only, we knew one an- 
other — ^knew, as never souls out of Heaven 
have known each other before. And for 
long days, as it seemed, we lived in the 
daily deepening joy of growing intimacy, 
even as I had seemed to live with the un- 
named girl-spirit, when first this air came 
to me in the school chapel long ago. 

Yet blissful as this intimacy was, full of 
continuous satisfactions, rising one after 
the other as each remaining nucleus of 
strangerhood melted, as little clouds melt 
in the moonlight ; yet through all, to my 
hungering soul there was some lack : some 
craving I felt that would not be satisfied. 
And in some wonderful way I knew what 
this thing that I hungered for, and that 
came not yet, was. For while my inner- 
most self soul lived this life of rapture, 
the dry-eyed brain and human reason in 
me stood by, as it were, as a mere specta- 
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tor, a witness of what was taking place, 
though without power to help or hinder. 
And so I knew, in the brain and reason, 
that the thing I was waiting for was Love 
— ^the Master-love to unite forever our 
two spirits. And I knew that in the music 
I had written, Love had place ; that there 
the growing harmony of the two spirits 
ended in the perfect union of love. And 
I watched till love should come. 

Not without struggle it came, not with- 
out difficulty, not without pain. For 
there came a moment in our spirit-com- 
munion when the last veil that remained 
between us had to be torn away, when I 
had, in the un-languaged spirit way, to con- 
fess to this sister-spirit that met with mine 
freely and intimately as twin-brother with 
twin-sister, that I loved her with a deeper 
and more eternal love than the birth-love ; 
and to challenge her to search her own 
heart, and say if she loved me not with the 
same. And yet to do so filled me with 
pain, for I knew that she loved her 
plighted lover with a true woman's love ; 

and that to bid her, as I must bid her, to 
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search diligently if there were not ampler 
unfilled chambers in her heart, where a 
greater, mojre controlling love was to rule, 
was to put her to torture of conscience, 
and torment of feeling, and tearing of the 
very heart-fibres in twain. 

And as the music grew troubled and 
more troubled under the shadow of this 
looming dark necessity, I felt as if the 
nearest languageable likeness to this dread 
stage of our soul-communion should be 
the going down, hand in hand, of two af- 
frighted children to some shuddering cave 
of horror, to ask of witch or wizard of some 
dreaded future that lay before them. 
Black air was about us, and the darkness 
of no natural night, and the wailing of 
miserable winds ; while fearful forms, in 
mocking likeness of the desired dead, rose 
and menaced and passed. 

The music had now lost all its calm 

and all its melodic delight, and was full 

of moans and cries, and the sense of 

fierce fightings between dearest friends, of 

woundings more painful to those that 

gave than to those that took them. 
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And still, side by side, tone answering 
to tone, note timed perfectly with note, 
we kept on our way together through this 
valley of the shadow. Till suddenly, with 
a crash as of Sinai thunder, the struggle 
was over, and the awaited answer, for 
good or for evil, forever and ever and ever, 
was given and accepted. And the answer 
was the confession of Love. 

She loved me, yes, even as I loved her. 
The last husk of disunion was stripped and 
shrivelled. We had fought hard to our 
utmost of strength to be allowed to walk 
on still in the twilight, shunning the daz- 
zling daylight that Love had prepared for 
us to walk in ; but the Master had con- 
quered, and now there was nothing for us 
but to go in with him, out of the dark lands 
of storm and anguish and bleak desolation, 
into his Eden of everlasting joy. 

And the music soared and sang till it 

swelled to a triumphal marriage-march. 

The wedding-hour of our souls was come ; 

and to my on-looking Reason there seemed 

an ordained fitness in the white flowers 

around us, the exotic scents, the brilliant 
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crowd of gazers. Then, there, without 
speech, without language, spirit to spirit 
phghted everlasting troth, and soul to soul 
was knit in bonds more indissoluble than 
the chain that binds the stars to their 
courses. And a great happiness, which 
human words of joy can no more present 
than a pictured sun can give sunshine, 
surged and overwhelmed us. The waves 
of a deep peace closed over us, as the 
stream closes over water-creatiu-es returned 
to the water. Our souls were as one soul, 
our thoughts as one thought, our wills as 
one will. All that I knew of my own 
heart I knew of hers also. The utter con- 
summation, the absolute merged oneness, 
was completed, and a new life of the one 
soul that had been two was beginning. 

And now there happened a great marvel. 
For the written music here came to its 
close. The end which I had imagined, 
and which I had tried to write down in the 
score, was the end of completed union ; 
but, as I said before, I had not been suc- 
cessful in the close. There was still a 

want of finality — a sense of unsatisfaction, 
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as if the end was not yet. And why this 
was so I now understood. The goal of 
completed union to which our spirits had 
attained was not the end, but rather the 
beginning — the opening morning of a new 
unimaginable life. 

Yet, as the written music stopped there, 
my Reason, the onlooker, fell to wonder- 
ing what would happen next. Would our 
playing cease when the score ended, and 
break off this Elysian life of joy at its very 
beginning, as a dream is broken when the 
sleeper wakes ? And if so, what life could 
hereafter be endurable for her and for me ? 
If parted, should not our torn hearts bleed 
to death? If together, how should we 
answer the upbraidings of conscience ? 

And even as I wondered thus, I was 

conscious that others also were expecting 

the end. The Director and his friends 

from the wings of the stage. Lord St. Denys 

in the front row beneath us, these at least 

knew that the score was nearing its close, 

and were preparing, I could feel, for a 

great applause. 

But no, the end was not to be yet ! For 
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when the music should have stopped, my 
hands, as if without my will, went on play- 
ing, and the violin notes, without break 
or change or moment's hesitation, con- 
tinued in harmony as perfect as before. 

I could feel the startled astonishment 
of those few of the audience who knew 
the music as it was scored ; and I felt in 
my own breast a strange solemn wonder, 
almost dread, to know what new develop- 
ment of dream-life and spirit-love lay be- 
fore us. 

And now I knew surely what I had 
guessed before, that this music, published 
to the world as mine, was not mine more 
than it was Nephele's, nor yet hers more 
than it was mine. For just as it had hap- 
pened before, that this air only came to 
me through the realization of her presence 
and influence, so now I found it was not 
I who was leading and she who was fol- 
lowing my lead, but that we were playing, 
as one player, what neither of us alone 
knew beforehand nor awaited, both follow- 
ing together some inmost instinct that we 

shared but could not divide. 
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We were, as it seemed, exploring to- 
gether a new-found Paradise, strange, im- 
mortal, undescribed. All the ecstasy of 
April woodlands, of June midnights, of 
wide sunlit prospects, all that ever lends 
wings to the human soul, or loosens it 
awhile from its frightened clinging to time 
and the solid earth, to soar singing to the 
gates of Eternity — all this we found in the 
music that came to us. And ever in one- 
ness of emotion our spirits swept on to 
new gains of insight and exhilaration, 
treading unseen pathways, and drinking 
such joy as never reaches the human 
spirit through the clogged pores of the 
five physical senses. 

This, I think — nay, do I not know it ? — 

was the supreme moment of my life. 

Never before, never since, has my soul 

touched such heights of ecstasy. Yet so 

full, so satisfying was the joy, that it could 

leave no sting of regret, no insatiable thirst 

for its return. Having lived that moment 

— for I think that it lasted but a moment, 

though we lived an eternity while it lasted 

— I can say serenely '* I have lived." All 
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lower joys are indistinguishable from sor- 
rows, to a soul that has been in such a 
Heaven. The mere memory of it tran- 
scends all pleasure and deadens all pain, 
and is a master current in my life, that 
still continues. 

And I wondered if this was the end, if 
the music would melt and fade and die in 
pure rapture. But even while I was thus 
wondering, I knew of a coming change. 
A note of terror was muttering and grow- 
ing louder and shriller in the midst of the 
psalm of perfected life ; and, swiftly as an 
oncoming storm, it swelled and swelled, 
till all the music was turned to wild 
lamentable confusion. 

What was this that could break up the 

peace of Paradise? What was this that 

could affright two souls made one in the 

union of ineffable love ? I knew ! I knew I 

It was the Past, with its terrible trumpet- 

tongued recall — ^Too late ! Too late ! To 

both of us, as our spirits clung together 

in inviolable union, sounded this doom — 

Too late! and from both of us came 

back the bitter hopeless cry — Oh, had 
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we known before! Oh, had we known 
before ! 

And then there came a new agony in 
the music that we were living together, a 
new strife, insupportable, tearing the very 
vital soul in twain. It was the strife be- 
tween Conscience crying of Honor and 
Duty and plighted Faith: and Nature, 
maintaining the inalienable right of her 
supreme overriding dominion. And herein 
lay the terror, the intolerable anguish, of 
this struggle : that both the striving princi- 
ples claimed to speak with the voice of 
God, and echoed with the thunder-menace 
of God's own laws. The law of Conscience 
and the law of Natvure were at fiercest 
strife. Nature cried — " These are my chil- 
dren, meant from the everlasting begin- 
nings of destiny to be thus joined in one ; 
each imperfect alone, together, most perfect 
of created lives." Conscience cried — " The 
Past is irrevocable: the dues of honor 
pledged must be paid : one life blighted, 
and faith extinguished by a deed of un- 
faith, countervails all perfection." 

Fiiercer and more unendurable grew the 
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struggle. Our spirits clung together, while 
the force as of a hundred tearing hands 
sought to separate them. And through 
all the agony, to be together in suffering 
seemed happiness only less than to be 
together in joy. 

What the wild music we were playing 
sounded like to other ears, I cannot guess. 
To us it was life itself at its utmost possi- 
ble tension. And presently I knew— -she 
knowing in my knowing — ^that the decision 
was nearing to be made for us or by us — ^the 
decision which, whatever way it fell, could 
bring nothing but anguish and inextin- 
guishable woe. It was nearing, nearing — 
separation forever, and all life broken and 
hopeless ; or union forever, and the ever- 
lasting whirling in the flamewind of hell. 

But even as despondency grew to de- 
spair at such inevitability of misery, I 
began to hear a new tone in the music, 
the increasing roar of an unlooked-for 
doom, of a doom that might be terrible, 
yet which should come welcome as an 
Angel of deliverance. 

And now the likeness seemed this: that 
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we were floating together down a broad 
and rapid stream, borne irresistibly on to 
the unseen roaring waterfall. Swifter and 
swifter raced the current, closer and closer 
we clung as we neared the peril, louder 
and louder rose the thunders of the in- 
evitable fall, thrown, in masses mightier 
than Atlantic billows, over fathomless 
precipices of footless rock. 

What was this doom that should save us 
from the awful choice, this destruction 
that was to be salvation, I knew not, 
guessed not. Nor, for all the awful terror 
of it, had I any fear, had she any fear, 
even to that last moment when the glassy 
water-slope slipped from under us, and 
down— down — ^we were falling — falling — 
together 

Her fingers failed, and mine, at the same 

note. For one moment the cessation of 

the music was as the waking from a dream. 

By one instantaneous glimpse, as in a 

lightning flash between two blacknesses, 

I knew that I was falling in a faint upon 

the keyboard, and that Nephele was 

swooning also — ^and then I knew no more. 
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CHAPTER XII. 

What actually happened I must tell 
from the account of others. I was plunged 
into a merciful blackness of oblivion and 
perfect unconsciousness, and knew nothing 
of it till long after. 

Most of the daily papers had some 
account of the performance, and detailed 
the occurrence that ended it. I will quote 
—omitting the technical description of the 
music — from one of the best accounts, 
which must, I fancy, have been either 
inspired by the Director, or written by 
one of his friends who had been present. 

. . . " The audience listened spellbound, 

so beautiful was the music, so perfect the 

rendering. At the same time there was 

an emotional power in the music that 

came in time to be felt by the listeners as 

a positive tension of the nerves, and those 

who had been privileged to see the score 
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were feeling something very like relief to 
know that it was nearing the end, when 
they were astonished by a strange and 
almost inexplicable occurrence. Instead 
of ceasing when the written score ended, 
both the violinist and the pianist went on 
without a break into a new and most 
beautiful passage, of such supreme delight 
that all strain was forgotten, and pure en- 
joyment took its place. We understand 
that Miss Delisle had never seen the score 
till that night, and if so it is impossible to 
speak too enthusiastically of the way in 
which she took up the hints given by the 
piano part, and followed out the variations 
note by note in perfect accord with Mr. 
Gerard's improvisation. It was a feat that 
we should have declared beforehand to be 
absolutely impossible even to the greatest 
living musicians. The tax upon attention, 
and every other power of mind and body, 
must have been tremendous, and in fact it 
was too great and too prolonged. For 
during what we imagine was to have been 
the finale, and while the music was work- 
ing up to a close of the most marvellous 
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interest and anticipation, and the audience 
was listening with actually breathless sus- 
pense, Miss Delisle was suddenly observed 
to sway and totter and fall in a dead faint. 
Lord St. Denys and others sprang upon 
the platform in a moment, and it was then 
noticed that Mr. Gerard too had fainted 
on his seat at the piano. There was a 
good deal of sympathetic interest evinced 
by the audience, and much comment was 
made upon the curious simultaneity of the 
fainting fit which had prostrated the two 
gifted performers. No doubt the heat of 
the Hall had much to do with it. Our 
architects are still all at sea as to ventilat- 
ing a large building, and it is possible that 
some unconscious person, opening a door 
at some distance, had driven a gust of 
over-heated and de-oxidized air on to the 
stage. But, as we observed before, the 
physical tension of such a brilliant tour- 
de-force must have been tremendous, and 
would render the highly-strained nerves 
of the performers unusually sensitive to un- 
toward influences of exhalation or pressure. 

The two unfortunate victims, who had 
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but a minute before been enchaining the 
vast audience, were now conveyed uncon- 
scious out of the Hall, while, after a brief 
interval, the concert proceeded to its con- 
clusion. No doubt Mr. Gerard's sonata 
will be heard very soon again, and the 
score published, when we shall hope to 
give a longer and more detailed account 
of this very beautiful production." 

This account appeared in next day's 
paper, but it was many days before I saw 
or was able to read it. The friends at 
whose house I was staying got me home 
as quickly and gently as they could ; but I 
have no recollection of that, or of anything 
but broken and fitful moments of con- 
sciousness, and long, interminable dreams, 
alternating between happiness and pain 
with almost monotonous regularity, as if 
huge succeeding waves with mountainous 
crests and infinite abysses now lifted me 
up to Heaven and now lowered me down 
to Hell. And always, in dreams or waking 
moments, I had the feeling of being torn 
and bleeding— of being a half-creature 

whose other half had been violently rent 
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away ; so that I dimly remember wonder- 
ing, in the silly-sensible way of dreanis, 
whether my half would live, or the other, 
or perhaps neither. 

Actually, I was living through an attack 
of brain-fever, and for a fortnight I lay in 
extreme and dangerous illness, ministered 
to, as I knew afterwards, most gently, most 
tenderly, most kindly, and with trained 
nurses for day and night. At last it was 
seen that a crisis was approaching — ^some 
change for better or for worse, possibly for 
the worst, was nearing ; and this came in 
a strange and unexpected way. 

It was at night, the whole house was 
asleep, and the night nurse was dozing be- 
tween the times of necessary ministration, 
when every one in the house was wakened 
by the sound of music. Some one in the 
darkened drawing-room was playing on the 
piano. 

How I had made my way there I do 

not know ; but I remember very clearly 

the rest — how I found my fingers on the 

yielding keys, and began, will-lessly, to 

play the Nephele air. Feebly I played it, 
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for I was very weak, but truly and accu- 
ratel)^ And then the old sensation came 
over me again, and once more I was in 
close intimate communion with my sweet 
sister-spirit. And I knew that we were 
ending the music as we had left it in the 
Concert Hall, that the broken-off passage 
had passed into the recurrence of the first 
air, with new harmonies and a new mean- 
ing. The crash, the fall, the terror was 
over, and only remained the quiet lapse to 
the close. 

Ah, how sweet, how sweet was that 
time ! Long it seemed, and yet it was a 
very few minutes. The broken was united 
again, the torn, the wounded, the bleeding 
was made whole: our spirits were knit 
once more in unity as of a single living 
soul, and together we lapsed gently, gently 
to the end. 

And I knew now what the end was. It 
was Death—" Death as the friend," the 
friendliest, the gentlest, solving for us in 
peace the terrible agonizing dilemma 
which had seemed so hopeless, so inevi- 
table. And with a sense of sunshine, and 

139 



Nephele^ 



eternal flowers, and angel smiles, softly I 
played the closing chord. 

Alas ! our physical natures had not that 
intimate unity which our spirits had ! I 
knew not then that the death that we 
reached, the friendly delivering death, 
came not to both of us — came to Nephele 
— came not to me. The one was taken, 
the other left. Our spirits had passed 
together to — even, I thought, through — 
the gate of death, all the pain and all the 
terror swallowed up in the joy of union 
and of deliverance from the dreaded future. 
It is easy to understand that there was 
some greater frailty of constitution in the 
girl-nature or greater robustness in the 
man ; easy to understand that the laws of 
physical nature — ^resistless while flesh is 
flesh — decided that difference of vital 
power, which parted our spirits even 
within the doors of Bliss, when they 
seemed joined, inseparable, forever and 
ever. 

I knew not this at the time. With the 
last note of the music unconsciousness fell 

upon me. But in the morning, when the 
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rest of the world awoke, I woke too, as I 
had not waked for many mornings, weak, 
tired, but with clear eyes and unstopped 
ears for the sunlight and the flowers in the 
room, and the twittering of birds in the 
trees outside, and with unclouded brain to 
realize, with certainty as of revealed truth, 
that Nephele^was dead. 

Yet, strange to say, I felt no poignant 
sorrow, no sudden stabbing pain, to cause 
me to turn my face to the wall and cry — 
Would God that I had died too ! Rather, 
a numb opiate-like peace lay on my spirit. 
I had lived my life : I had found the love- 
liest soul that ever lived outside the courts 
of Heaven, and with her had tasted love 
such as no mortal ever knew before: I 
had parted from her in rapturous farewell 
at the very gate of Heaven : the rest of 
life, long or little, quiet or stormy, could 
have nothing in it to wash out the past, 
nothing to separate, to annoy, to perplex. 
And in this peace I began to recover. 

For that had been truly the crisis of my 
illness, as it had of Nephele— a crisis end- 
ing for me in one way, for her in another. 
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When I was strong enough to be told, I 
learned what had taken place that night. 
How most of the household had come 
down, half in awe, to find out what meant 
this strange music playing in the dark 
room. How the nurse — ^who was an 
experienced and sagacious woman — had 
stopped those who would have stayed my 
playing, and softly wrapped me, as I sat at 
the piano, in warm folds of woollen wraps, 
and whispered to the rest to let be. " Who 
can tell," she said, " if this may recall him 
to life ? The * ruling passion ' has done 
such a thing before now." 

And so, with one dim light in the 
darkened room, they watched and listened. 
It was but for a few minutes. None there 
were musicians skilled enough to know 
much of what I played; but all were 
penetrated with the blissful angelic sweet- 
ness and breathing heavenly peace of the 
music, as it rose and sank, and sank, and 
died away ; till with the last note I slipped 
down in the chair, lapsed again into 
unconsciousness, and they bore me off 

again to my room. 
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The nurse watched by me with ceaseless 
care during the rest of the night, and as 
the morning came she perceived that 
the crisis was over, and that I was to 
live. 

Of my days of convalescence there is 
nothing much to say that bears on the 
story I have set myself to tell. But as 
strength returned, interest in things and 
people grew stronger, and I found myself 
wondering as to the other actors in the 
drama. None had told me Nephele* was 
dead — none had mentioned her name. 
The first person my friends spoke of to 
me, when they found I wished to know 
what was going on in the world, was Lord 
St. Denys. He had come daily to inquire 
for me, and implored to be allowed to see 
me; but the doctor's orders were strict, 
and even he had to be refused. He had 
sent flowers that I could not see or smell, 
and fruit that I could not eat, and my 
eyes filled with tears as I heard of all his 
acts and thoughts of friendliness. 

And then the ghost of a feeble con- 
science awoke, and accused me of having 
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been unworthy, of having been traitor to 
my friend ; and, do what I would, I could 
not still this voice. Yet some other voice 
in me protested that the accusation was 
unjust ; that I had fought a good fight, and 
had kept faith; that all that had taken 
place was in spite of me, was no act of my 
own ; and that in this spirit-communion 
with her who was to have been my friend's 
wife, I, and she also, had owned to the full 
the claims of honor and of plighted faith ; 
and that death had come to save us all 
from a terrible tangle of antagonizing love 
and duty and friendship. 

And then I began to wonder — Did he 
know an3i:hing ? Did he guess anything ? 
What had he, and others, thought of the 
performance, of its fatal finish, and of the 
illness that struck down both Nephele and 
me with such strange simultaneity ? 

There was no one of whom I could in- 
quire. All that I wished to know was too 
secret, too sacred, to be spoken of ; and I 
feared to ask any question, lest I should 
betray anything of that inward life- drama 

of mine, that was to me so much more 
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real than the little over-rippling waves of 
outward events. 

All I asked was if Lord St. Denys had 
been to the house lately. 

" Not quite lately," answered the dear 
silver-haired lady, who, with her younger 
sister, had made her house the friendliest 
house of friends to me during so many 

days. " Not since " and she stopped, 

with trouble in her eyes. 

" Not since Miss Delisle died ? " I asked. 

" No — not since then," she answered 
surprised. " But who told you she was 
dead?" 

" No one told me — I knew somehow. 
Perhaps I dreamed it," I went on, anx- 
ious not to make a mystery, or to suggest 
any spiritual communication. 

" Yes," she continued gently, with tears 
in her kindly eyes. " Miss Delisle died 
the same night that you began to recover. 
She took brain fever, as you did ; and it 
ran the same course, only she had not the 
strength you had." 

At this moment the nurse came in, and 

the lady said to her — 
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" Mr. Gerard knows what we wanted to 
keep from him — ^about poor Miss Delisle. 
He thinks he must have dreamed it, as he 
says no one told him." 

" Ah," said the nm^e, " it is wonderful 
what the ear will take in sometimes, when 
the mind is all wandering. I have no 
doubt he heard something said, sometime 
when we thought he was unconscious in 
delirium, and it got to the brain somehow 
and stuck there." 

I said nothing, glad that any explana- 
tion should be found to satisfy them, 
and others, and prevent questions or guess- 
ings. 

'* So, I suppose," went on my hostess, 
" there can be no harm now in giving him 
Lord St. Denys' letter?" 

" No, I think not," said the nurse. 

They brought me the letter, deep-edged 
with black ; and as I opened it, I wondered 
in myself if now I was to learn what I so 
much wanted to know. 

It was very short, the cry of a sorely 

wounded heart. ** I cannot come to see 

you ; and if I could, I might not tell you," 
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it said. " They will give you this letter as 
soon as they think you well enough. 
Nephele is dead; and just now I have 
hard work to keep from wishing that I 
were too. I am going abroad with my 
brother. I shall learn to bear it in time. 
And when I come back, I hope to find 
you strong and well, and to talk much to 
you of Nephelel I think she would have 
sent you a message, but she was only con- 
scious for a few moments together ; and 
you will understand how precious they 
were to me." 

This was the whole of the letter ; and it 
comforted me not a little ; for I saw from 
it that nothing had come to disturb my 
friend's peace of mind — ^to suggest any 
deeper feeling between Nephele and me. 
She had loved him to the end with the 
same love she had given him at first — a 
strong true woman's love ; a love that any 
man would have died to win of her ; a love 
which to every man in the world, save one, 
would have seemed the highest and deepest 
of her nature. To this love, and to her 

plighted troth, she had been true, always ; 
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nay, to have been otherwise was to her, 
for no stress or strain or struggle possible. 
And as I lay with closed eyes, I thanked 
God for her who had departed this life so 
nobly. I felt no doubt, no misgiving, no 
jealousy. That I had won of her some 
far deeper, far more intimate love — some 
nameless soul-emotion, to which her love 
for her lover bore the same pale kinship as 
sister-love does to wife-love — this I knew. 
And I found no stumbling-block, no dif- 
ficulty. I seemed to have sounded depths 
of spirit-being beyond the ken of man's 
experience, beyond the plumb-line of the 
metaphysician. If hereafter there were to 
be knowledge, and re-union, and a new 
life, then I felt serenely certain that there 
would be no jarring or antagonism ; that 
loves and friendships, that knit us three in 
ties so impossible on earth, would all be 
simply understood, and have right order 
and place. As my spirit- communion with 
her had been beyond the reach of language 
to phrase, or of thought to syllogize, so the 
relations between us three were beyond the 

possibility of expression in human thought. 
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They were, they are, a reality ; and yet re- 
alized in earthly life, they must have rent 
us all, hearts and souls, in sunder, in end- 
less irremediable torment. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

After this my recovery proceeded 
apace, and in a comparatively short time 
the nurse was able to leave me; and I was 
well enough to go to the seaside to pick up 
strength. The two kind sisters, who had 
so tenderly cared for me, insisted on going 
with me. They wanted a change, they 
declared, and were going to take a house 
at Freshwater, where I must come and 
stay with them as their guest. 

It was now April, April at its best, mild 
and soft, with many days of unbroken sun- 
shine. A very few days made a surprising 
difference in my strength, and I was soon 
able to walk on to the beautiful Downs, 
able indeed, as my hostess good-humor- 
edly complained, to walk further than they 
could accompany me. 

But as I thus rose up out of the valley 

of the shadow of Death, and began to face 
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life again — ^to feel that mere passive dreamy 
convalescence was not life — that I had to 
live my time here on earth, to use my 
hands, my brain, my nerves — there came 
over me an intolerable weight of misery, 
and I felt as if the prospect were unen- 
durable. Life, with love and the hope of 
love extinct at the beginning — life, with 
its dreams forever broken and spent — how 
could I go out to it? Where could I 
gather the daily measure of hope to re- 
plenish the daily waste of will ? 

I felt as a man shipwrecked in vast 
vacant^ seas, who with labor and effort 
has won to sonie floating spar, and climbed 
upon it. Then, looking round for helpful 
sail or friendly shore, he sees nothing but 
the wide and desert ocean. 

For Nephele, and my love of her, had 

so grown into my being, that all I thought 

and planned had reference to her. Even 

when I had resolutely renounced the 

dream of winning her, the world had yet 

held her, living — ^not for me indeed, and 

yet indeed for me. For the lamp, which 

is one man's treasure, may be a light to 
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lighten many others. In all I did, or 
thought, or dreamed, she was ever before 
me. In the very agony of my renuncia- 
tion of her, I had pictured her as looking 
on in pitying approval. To be worthy in 
her eyes— worthy in conduct, worthy in 
talent, worthy in every way — ^this had been 
the mainspring of my life. 

And now . . . 

It was a bright afternoon on the cli£Fs. 
I had strolled some way, and was sitting 
in brooding solitude near the cliff-edge 
where the cliffs are highest, with darker 
and darker thoughts succeeding one an- 
other. " What ! " I cried to myself, sud- 
denly conscious of unaccepted benedic- 
tions in air and sun and sea, of rejected 
loveliness in the shining shadow-pencilled 
cliffs, " What ! has it come to this, that 
Nature at her loveliest has no power to 
soothe me, or to lend me one moment's 
touch of the old delight ? Then there is 
indeed nothing to live for ! I will live no 
longer ! " 

And I rose to walk towards the edge of 
the sheer cliffs : and I verily believe that 
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the stress of my despair had for the 
moment overborne all the natural dread 
and repulsion of such a death. 

But even as I rose I perceived some 
one approaching, whom the slope of the 
ground had hidden from me, while I was 
reclined on the grass. He drew near and 
paused close to me. I raised my eyes, 
sullenly, angrily, and saw that it was an 
old Roman Catholic priest, whom I had 
noticed once or twice before about the 
place. So courteously he greeted me that 
I was constrained to return the greeting. 
And heedless of my curt reply, he began 
to talk — stranger-talk, commonplaces of 
the weather and the lovely scene before 
us. I listened, replying only with a 
gloomy " yes " or " no," impatient for him 
to be gone while yet the hunger of death 
was fierce within me. 

And then I saw that he was drawing 
something from under his cape— a roll of 
paper. And softly he said— 

" Are you not Mr. Gerard ? " 

" Yes," I said, startled at being known. 

•* I have been some days trying to find 
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you, alone," he continued, " to give you 
this." 

He unwrapped the roll, and lo ! it was 
the score of the Nephele sonata— the score 
which I had forgotten completely, ever 
since it had been left on the music-stand 
in the Concert Hall. I gazed at it in 
wonder. The whole current of my 
thought was turned back. 

"Who are you?" I asked abruptly. 
" How came this in your hands ? " 

He replied gently — 

" I am family confessor to the Delisles. 
I knew Nephele"^ Delisle all her life." 

As he was speaking he had quietly 
turned the first page of the music, and 
opened before my eyes the beautiful 
melody which had once been to me as the 
very key of Heaven. 

There is a wonderful instinct of prescient 
sympathy developed in a kindly-hearted 
old Roman Catholic confessor, who has 
spent his life in listening to the faults and 
follies of human beings. Had he guessed 
what were my thoughts when he came up ? 
Had he chosen his words and opened the 
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music purposely, foreknowing what e£fect 
they would have upon me ? I hardly 
know. But if he had, his purpose was 
gained. The mere glance at the musical 
score, the mere mention of Nephele's 
name, awoke again in me the memory of 
her, and the old desire to be worthy of 
her. The black fiend of despair was 
routed once and forever ; and tears fell 
from my eyes upon the score as the 
Father laid it gently in my hands. I made 
no attempt to hide them from his kindly 
sight. 

He laid his hand upon my shoulder, 
and said — 

" Will you sit down again? I have 
much to tell you." 

We sat down side by side on the warm 
thyme-scented turf, and gently he began 
to speak. 

" I said that I had known Nephele De- 
lisle all her life, and I confessed her before, 
poor child, she had any sin-stain on her 
white soul, if indeed there were ever aught 
in her that even the best of us would 

dare to call sin. Once, some four or five 
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years ago, she came to confession with a 
trouble about her viohn-playing, of which 
she was passionately fond. She told me 
that on a certain afternoon, when she took 
her violin to play her exercises, she found 
she could not begin them, but against her 
will, as it seemed, began to play a strange 
and beautiful air of which she knew noth- 
ing before. And that in spite of her efforts 
to leave off, the music took such hold upon 
her that she went on and on for some 
time. And all the time, she said, she was 
conscious of some one being near her — 
some one she did not know, but with whom 
in some mysterious way she seemed to be 
exchanging thoughts and holding converse. 
She was much disturbed in mind, and 
asked me if I thought it could have been 
an evil spirit that spoke to her, though 
the music, she said, seemed too lovely to 
have anything of evil in it. I comforted 
her, and told her it was more likely to be an 
angel than an evil spirit, and that she need 
not be afraid. But privately I advised 
her parents to stop her violin-playing for 
a while, as I thought it had been too much 
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for her delicate nerves. This they did, 
and she was not allowed to resume it, in 
spite of all her entreaties, for some time. 

" It was several years after, that she 
came to me again with a rehearsal of ex- 
actly the same experience. She was a 
grown-up young woman now, and by no 
means nervous or hysterical, and I was 
puzzled by the repetition of the phenome- 
non. Still I set it down to purely physical 
causes, and an imagination excited to vivid 
power by the influence of music ; and, as 
before, I told her to think nothing of 
the matter, but to leave off her playing, 
and take a rest for a time. This she 
did. 

" Then, last summer, came her visit to 
Oxford, of which you know. When she 
returned home she immediately came to 
me, and told me that she had met in Ox- 
ford a great friend of Lord St. Denys, the 
best accompanist she had ever found; 
and how you had startled her by playing 
the same music she had herself played 
on those two mysterious occasions ; and 

how she had played it with you for a short 
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time, till, finding that, in some way she 
could not explain, she was beginning to 
converse, as she said, with the most open 
intimacy, with a comparative stranger, she 
contrived to snap her string and end the 
music. 

" I now perceived that there was some- 
thing more in the matter than I had at 
first thought, something quite unexplained 
by ordinary physical laws. I knew of her 
engagement to Lord St. Denys, and gravely 
and fatherly I pressed her with intimate 
questionings, till she had told me, I truly 
believe, all that she knew herself of the 
innocent inmost of her own heart. She 
loved Lord St. Denys with an honest, 
tender, womanly love — loved him deeply, 
and with as much passion as her white 
soul could know. When I found this to 
be so, as indeed I had before thought, I 
felt in great measure relieved for her. I 
felt no fear that, unconsciously to herself, 
she had begun to cherish the seeds of 
another love, or did not love truly him to 
whom she had plighted her troth. But 

I thought, and told her, that the explana- 
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tion was probably to be found in some- 
thing of the nature of thought-transference 
or hypnotism, that she had been hypnotized 
unconsciously by your music, and had 
been thinking the thoughts you had sug- 
gested. The more I reflected the more 
probable did this explanation of musical 
hypnotism appear to me. 

" She asked my advice as to playing 
with you in future. She had taken a great 
liking to you, partly as Lord St. Denys' 
great friend, partly, she said, from your 
sympathetic touch on the piano. She 
foresaw that she would be often brought 
into contact with you, and asked me if I 
thought she would be putting herself un- 
der your influence too much if she played 
with you, as of course it would be natural 
for her to do. 

" The question gave me some perplexity, 
and at last I determined to ask a very dis- 
tinguished and powerful hypnotist, whom 
I knew slightly, what he thought of the 
case. I described the circumstances to 
him fully, only suppressing a few non- 
material points, and mentioning no names 
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except, necessarily, Miss Delisle's. He 
did not negative the idea, but said that he 
had never himself, though a musician, 
found any such power in music ; and he 
asked me if he might see Miss Delisle. 
She consented, in her bright, open, almost 
royal way, to see him, and the interview 
took place at my house. But, almost 
without any experiment, the hypnotist 
declared at once that she was not a sub- 
ject for hypnotism. The words he used I 
do not exactly remember, but he plainly 
meant that she was too strong and healthy 
minded ; and he scouted the idea of any 
hypnotist or mesmerizer having any power 
over her. 

"After this decided opinion, I knew 
not what to make of the matter. I found 
out from Miss Delisle that it was only that 
particular music which had had this 
strange effect upon her, and that when 
you had accompanied her in another piece 
she had felt nothing unusual, except that 
you were a very good accompanist. I 
therefore advised her to act naturally, and 
when necessary to play to your accom- 
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paniment, but to avoid the former experi- 
ment of improvisation with you. 

" I believe," he went on, " she played 
with you repeatedly ? " 

I nodded assent. 

" Yet she never had any recurrence of 
the former experience till that evening — 
that fateful evening — at the concert ? " 

I broke in — ** Did they tell you — did you 
know — that I refused at first to play that 
music with her ? I knew only too well 
what its power was. I had vowed a vow 
before the Sacred Elements that I would 
never play this music unless she asked me 
to, and I had kept my vow. God knows 
what it had sometimes cost me, but I had 
kept it." 

" Lord St. Denys told me that she had 
asked you to play it," he said. " How did 
it so come about ? " 

I told him briefly of what had happened 
when I found the sonata could not be 
played— of Nephele's offer to play it— of 
the failure of the accompanist — of Lord St. 
Denys' bidding her ask me. 

** And she did ! " he said with a sigh. 
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" That was like her. So chivah-ous — so 
fearless — so full of compassion ! Having 
played so often with you, with no repeti- 
tion of the former feelings, she had lost 
the fear of their recurrence ; and in her 
pity for your disappointment — in her wish 
to do whatever Lord St. Denys bade her 
— she complied with his request, confident, 
I doubt not, that nothing could shake her 
love for him, and possibly, with her 
native daring, anxious to face and over- 
come what she thought was a superstitious 
feehng." 

We both sat silent for some minutes. 
At last I said : " Have you anything "more ^ 
to tell me of her ? Why did you come to 
find me?" 

**To bring you the music, and, yes, to see 
you, to know what you were like, and to 
hear your account of this strange story. 
Will you confide in me enough to tell it 
me?" 

I did so. I told him all I have written 

— all my feelings and my dreams, and my 

communion with that sweet spirit — down 

to the moment when her spirit and mine 
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parted at the very gates of death — she to 
pass within them, I to be left without. 

" Ah ! " he said, " I was in the house at 
that moment. She was very ill. The 
doctor had said that the crisis was at hand ; 
and they were watching by her, when she 
aroused and asked for her violin. They 
thought her mind was wandering ; but 
she asked again so decidedly, so imperi- 
ously, that it was brought. And I came 
into the room, and heard her play. She 
sat up in bed, propped by pillows, and 
weak as she was, played such a sweet, 
solemn, exquisite cadence that we could 
none of us keep from tears. And then 
she sank back quietly on the pillows— dead. 
Do you know," he went on, ** that it came 
across me, even at that moment, that her 
spirit was taking its farewell of the other 
human spirit with which it had been so 
strangely connected ! " 

We sat long, the good old priest and I, 
in intimate talk. He told me of Lord St. 
Denys, and of his most touching last inter- 
view with Nephele, and how he never had 

the least suspicion of any other love in 
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her heart than for him, and went away 
almost broken-hearted. 

" It is very wonderful," went on the old 
man, "no philosophic norreligious theories 
that I know of can explain it. It has been 
well said that there are many creatures at 
home in this one body and soul of ours ; 
and in her, pure as crystal, true as steel, 
there was a love, and another love. Will 
you think me impertinent," he went on, 
" if, as an old man— were you of our creed, 
I would say as a priest — I pronounce that 
I see no error, no fault, in all you said or 
did ; rather much self-restraint and self- 
denial, and uprightness of conduct. May 
you have your reward I " 

He ended as a priest in benediction ; 
and I felt a soothing comfort in his words. 

Before we parted, he told me how he 
had quietly found out about me, and 
followed me, unknown to any one. 

" I had your music to give you ; but I 
thought it better no one should know of 
my speaking to you, no one at all." 

There was no need for him to say more. 

I fully understood what he meant, that 
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these things were sacred to him and to me. 
Who else could understand ? Who else 
would not have misunderstood ? Would 
it not have been mere aimless cruelty to 
Lord St. Denys to run the risk of sowing 
the least seed of suspicion in his heart ? 
To me it was, and is, a mystery. What 
would it have been to him ? 

Many months had passed before I saw 
him, and then we had affectionate and 
intimate talk ; nor am I ashamed to say 
that, men as we were, we both wept openly. 

I often saw him till his death last year. 
He never married : there was no need 
for him to marry, he said simply, as his 
younger brother had sons to secure suc- 
cession to the title. 

My life is a quiet one, that of an 
organist in a country town. I have never 
turned out a great composer ; and I have 
never been able to bring myself to publish 
that sonata — Nephele's sonata : it is still in 
MS. Nor do I dare often to play it. The 
memories it brings, though not all pain- 
ful, are too poignant, and unstring me for 
daily life for many days after. Yet now 
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and again, at rare intervals, I do so ; and 
then I draw from its secret place the 
lovely likeness that my own hands drew, 
and dream over again the dream that was 
my truest, highest life. 

Heul quanto minus est 
Cum reliquis versari 

Quam 
TUI meminisse I 



THE END. 
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